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'T is a woodland enchanted! 3, 234.
To those who died for her on land and sea, 4, 260.
True as the sun's own work, but more refined, 4, 131.
True Love is a humble, low-born thing, 1, 21.
Turbid from London's noise and smoke, 4, 173.
'T was sung of old in hut and hall, 4, 166.
'T were no hard task, perchance, to win, 4, 6.
Two brothers once, an ill matched pair, 2,29.
Two fellers, Isrel named and Joe, 2, 27.

Unconscious as the sunshine, simply sweet, 4, 130.
Unseen Musician, thou art sure to please, 4, 278.
Untremulous in the river clear, 1, 18.

Violet! sweet violet I 1, 48.

Wait a little : do we not wait ? 3, 261.
Walking alone where we walked together, 4, 180.
We see but half the causes of our deeds, 1, 131.
We, too, have autumns, when our leaves, l,-268.
We wagered, she for sunshine, I for rain, 4, 262.
Weak-winged is song, 4, 17.
What boot your houses and your lands ? 1, 165.
What countless years and wealth of brain were spent, 4, 189.
" What fairings will ye tiiat I bring ? " 3, 168.
What gnarled stretch, what depth of shade, is his! 1, 205.
What hath Love with Thought to do, 4, 277.
What know we of the world immense, 4, 263.
What man would live coffined with brick and stone, 1, 248.
What mean these banners spread, 4, 191.
" What means this glory round our feet," 4,181.
What Nature makes in any mood, 3, 194.
What visionary tints the year puts on, 1, 185.
What were I, Love, if I were stripped of thee, 1, 58.
What were the whole void world, if thou wert dead, 4, 190.
When a deed is done for Freedom, through the broad earth's ach-
ing breast, 1, 178.

When I was a beggarly boy, 3, 188.
When oaken woods with buds are pink, 4, 163.
When Persia's sceptre trembled in a hand, 3,163.
When the down is on the chin, 4,196.